2.

i. A little letter-scale, so that I should not have to keep
running down with each big envelope to the hotel base-
ment, where the only scale in the building was.

3.  Some pills that I had to take, which were to be found
commercially only in sugar-coated form, whereas the
doctor had strictly forbidden me sugar. So I gave up that
particular medicine. One day at my bedside table I found
these pills, from which she had melted off the sugar in hot
water. And she kept on doing it for years-always in my
absence. All I ever saw was that the bottle was filled with
unsugared pills.

4.  When the doctor forbade me to put on weight, she
found somewhere in town a low-carbohydrate gluten
bread, and every evening she put it on the table for the
next morning's breakfast. I never asked her to buy reduc-
ing bread.

5.  Newer and bigger square patches kept appearing on
one of my cashmere jackets, to which I had been super-
stitiously clinging for years. It gradually wore out so com-
pletely that there were more patches than original ma-
terial. She knew my foolish devotion to the old, ragged
Viennese jacket, so in New York she bought another one
exactly like it; instead of persuading me to wear the new
one, she cut it into patches so that she could go on mending
the old one. (All this, of course, when I was out.)

6.  After her death I found in a corner of a drawer a
tiny bag containing what she called her button pharmacy;
her sewing-kit for the secret replacement of shirt and coat
buttons; needles, black and white thread, and a spool of
red thread whose purpose I could not imagine for a long
time, until someone rokl me that she had used it to mend
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